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SHEPPEY: [ With a sm/s.] You don't want it either.
ERNIE: What are you going to do with it then?
SHEPPEY: Ever read the Gospel, Ernie?

ERNIE: Of course I have. It's got some damned good lit
in it. And the style's fine. Of course you wouldn't ws
to write like that now.

SHEPPEY: I been reading it a lot this last week.  Not bei
able to go to the shop, you know.   But I'm not
educated man like you, Ernie. I read it for the story.

ERNIE: It's a good story. I don't think anyone would de

that.
SHEPPEY: I came across one bit that knocked me all of

heap. It seemed as if it 5ad been written for me.
ERNIE: What was that?
SHEPPEY: Sell all that thou 'asts and distribute it to the poc

and thou shalt *ave treasure in 'eaven: and come ai

follow me.
ERNIE: I know. And it goes on: it's easier for a camel to ^

through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to ent

the Kingdom of Heaven.  The rich have been trying

get round that for the kst two thousand years.

SHEPPEY: It was like a great white light. I saw rny way pla
before me. I'm going to give this money of mine aw:
to them as needs it more than I do.

[They are thunderstruck.  They speak on each other's won

MRS. MILLER: Sheppey, what do you mean?

ERNIE: You're crazy. You can't do a thing like that.

FLORRIE: I should think mum would have something to &

to that.

MRS. MILLER: You don't mean it, dad?
SHEPPEY: Yes, I do.
ERNIE: It's ridiculous.
FLORRIE: Criminal, I call it.